incessant whistle of the peanut stands. All this merges
in an irritating hum as of some invisible string, thick and
taut, and when a human voice invades this incessant
sound it seems like a frightened whisper. Everything glit-
ters insolently, baring its dismal ugliness. . . .

The soul is gripped by a burning desire for a live, red,
flowering flame that would deliver people from the bond-
age of this mottled boredom that deafens and blinds. . . .
One would wish to set fire to all this prettiness, and to
dance in wild merriment, to shout and sing in the tempes-
tuous play of the colourful tongues of a living flame, to
revel in a voluptuous feast of destruction of the lifeless
magnificence of spiritual poverty. . . .

This city has indeed hundreds of thousands of people
in its thrall. Over the whole of its vast area, closely packed
with white cagelike structures, in all the halls of the
buildings they swarm like clouds of black flies. Pregnant
women placidly carry the weight of their bellies before
them. Children walk along gaping in silence and staring
with dazzled eyes around them so intently and gravely that
one aches with pity for them, for that look that is nour-
ishing their souls with the ugliness which they mistake for
beauty. The clean-shaven faces of the men, looking strange-
ly alike are stolid and heavy. Most of them have brought
along their wives and children, and they regard them-
selves as the benefactors of their families for providing them
not only with bread but with magnificent spectacles
besides. They themselves like this glitter, but they are
too serious to give vent to their feelings and hence they
all compress their thin lips and narrow their eyes and
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